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CHAPTER XXVIll—Continued,
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After 1he Introduction to Johnson
Ma bar 4 had gone mechunieally to his
cout pockel. ‘The demow at his ear
was whispering “kill! kill!*" and his

what spirit of reckless bravado, be-
cause it was my home; and you made
the decislon apparently without any
conaideration for me; w!thout any
thought of the embarrassmente and
difficulties In which it might Involve

fingers wought and found the weapon. | me.”

While ha was Hetening with the out. |

Truly, the heavens had fallen and

ward apr t& Dainbridge's cheorful rem. | the solld earth was reeling! Griswold
Inincences, the little minutine wore ar- | lay back In the deep lounging chair

ranging themselves; he saw
mark that none
woula be In range

of the hystanders

minsing: then he would fire

pooket,

from the

It was Johnson who broke the spell. |

While Bainbridge was Insisting that
@riswold should come in and make n
sociad third at the hotel dinner table,
the teller pleked up his hand-bag and
mounted the steps, CGriswold's braln
fall lnto halves. With one of them he
was making excuses to the newspaper
man; with the other he saw Brofn
stop Johngson and draw him aside,

What the detective was saylng was |
only too plalaly evident. Johnson
whoeled short to face the sldewnlk
group, and Griswold could feel in ev-
ery fiber of him the searching serutiny
to wlich he was being subjected.
When he stole a glance at the palr
on the porch, Johnson was shaking
his head slowly; and he did it again
after a second thoughtful stare. Gris.
wold, missing completely now what
Bainbridge was saying, overheard the
teller's low-toned rejolnder to the do-
tective's urgings: “It's no use, Mr.
Broflin; I'd have to swear positively
to it, you know, and I couldn't do
that, . No, 1 don't want to
hear your corroborative evidence: it
might make me see a resemblance
where there I8 none. Wait until Me.
Galbraith recovers; he's your man.”

Griswold hardly knew how he made
shift to get away from Bainbridge
fipally; but when It was done, and
be was orossing the little triangular

rk which filled the angle between

e business squares and the lake-
fronting residence streets, he was
sweating profusely, and the departing
fear-mania was leaving him weak and
tremulous,

Passing the stone-basined fountain
In the middle of the park he stopped,
forked the pistol from his pocket,
mpllled the cartridges from iis maga-
kine, and stooped to grope for a loose
stone In the walk-border, With the
fountain base for an anvil and the loos-
sned border stone for a hammer he
beat the weapon {nto shapeless inutili-
&y and flung it away.

“God knows whom I ghall be tempt-
od to kill, next!” he groaned; and the
trembling Nt was still unnerving him
when he wont on to keep the appoint-
ment made by Charlotte Farnbham,

OHAPTE-H XXIX, e

r Dust and Ashes.

A full moon, blood-red from the
kmoké of forest fires far to the east-
Wward, was rising over the Wahaska
hills when Griswold unlatched the gate
of the Farnham inclosure and passed
Quickly up the walk,

} Since the summoning note had
atressed the urgencies, he was not sur-
sed to find the writer of It awalt
hia coming on the vineshadowed
porch. In his welcoming there was a
ourious mingling of constraint and {m-
tiénce, and e was moved to marvel,
iss Farnbam's outlook upon life, the
Polnt of view of the ideally well bal-
Anced, was uniformly polseful and self-
wmontalned, and he was wondering If
mome fresh entanglement were threat-
walng when she motloned him to a
weat and placed her own chair so that
the light from the sitting-room win-
#lows would leave her in the shadow,
l« “You had my note?" she began.

“Yes. It came while I was away
from the hotel, and the regular trip
of the Inn brake was the first convey-
ance 1 could cateh, Am | late?"

\ Her reply was qualified, “That re-
mains to be seen"

There was a hesltant pause, and
then she went on: “Do you know why
I sent for you to come?”

“No, not definitely.”

' “I was hoping you would know: it
would make it easler for me. You owe
me something, Mr. Griswold,"

"l owe you a great deal,” he admit-
ted, warmly, “It is hardly putting it
too strong to say that you bhave made
my part of my work possible which
would othervise have been lmpos
sible”

. "1 didn’t mean that,” she dissented,
with a touch of cool scorn. I have no
especial ambition to Agure as a char
acter, however admirable, In a book.
Your obligation doesn't lie in the lit-
Yy feld; It Is real—and personal.
have done me a great Injustice,
It seems to have been carefully
meditated "

The blow was so sudden and so

ealmly driven home that Griswold

“An Injustice—to you?” he protest-
#d; but she would not let him go on,
“Yea. AL first, 1 thought it was
only a colncldence—your coming to
Wahaska—but now | know better.

where |
Broflin would step, and was careful to |

He would wait un. |
til there could bLe no possibility ur|

and fought manfully to retaln some
little hold upon the anchorings, Could
this be hls ideal; the woman whom
he had set so high above all others in
the acnle of hegole faultlessness and
subilime devotlon to principle? And
she was g0 much & slave of the con-
ventional as to be able to tell him
coldly that she had recognlzed him
again, and that her chlef concern was
the embarrassment it was causing her?
Pefore he could gather the words for
any adequate rejoinder, she was going
on pointedly

“You have done everything von
could to make the involvement com
plete. You have made frionds of my
friends, and you came here as a friend
of my father. You have drawn Kd-
ward Raymer Into the entanglement
and helped him with the stolen money,
In every way you have sought to make
it more and more impossible for me to
glve Information against you-—and you
have succeeded, 1 can’t do It now,
without facing a seandal that would
never die in a small place like this,
and without bringlng trouble and ruin
upon a family of onr nearest friends.
And that Is why 1 sent for you today;
and why 1 say yru owe me some
thing."

irlswold was sitting up again, and
he had recovered scme small mensure
of self-pogsession.

“I cartalnly owe you many apologies,
at least,” he said, lronically. "I have
really been doing you a great injus-
tice, Miss Farnham-—a very grave in.
justice, though net exactly of the kind
you mention, I think I have been mis-
apprehiending you from the beginning,
How long have you known me as the
man who is wanted in New Orleansg?”

“A long time; though I tried not to
balleve it at first. It scemed Inered-
ible that the man 1 had spoken to on
the Belle Julle would ¢come here and
put me in such a false position,”

“Good heavens!" he broke out; “is
your position all you have been think-
Ing of? Is that the only reason why
you haven't set the dogs on me?”

“It I8 the chief reason why I couldn't
afford to do anything more than 1
have done. Goodness knows, T have

[ﬁm vl

“Is That the Only Reason Why You
Haven't Set the Dogs on Me?"

tried In every way to warn you, even
to pointing out the man who Is shadow-
ing you. To do it, | have had to de-
celve my father. 1 have been hoping
that you would understand aod go
awny."

“Walt & minute,” he commanded,
“Let me got It struight! you still be
Heve that ihe thing | did was & orlm
inal thing?"

“We needn't go into that part of It
agaln,” she returned, with a sort of
placld impatience, "Once 1 thought
that there might be some way In whick
you had justifled yourself to vourself,
but now-—"

“That 1an't the point,” he Interupted
roughly. “"What 1 want to know s this:
Do you still belleve. it Is & erime

“Of course, It is & crime: I know it,
you kuow It, ull the world knows it "

Again he sat back and ook time to
gather up a few of the scattered
shards and fragments. When he spoke
it was to say: “l think the debt is on
the other eide, Mlss Charlotte: I think
you owe me something. You probably
won't understand when I say that you
have robbed me of & very precious
thing—my falth in the witimate good.
ness of a good woman, You belleve—
you have always belleved—that | am a
criminal; and yet you have been weak

¥You came here, Im gooduess knows

enough to let expediency seal your
lps. | am truer to my code than you

nre to yours, as you shall gea If the
day ever comes when I shall be con-
vinced that 1 did wrong. Rut that ls
nelther here nor there. You sent for
me; what I8 it that you waot me to
do?"

“I want to glve you one more chance
to disappoint the Wahaska gossips'
she replied, entirely unmoved, as [t
seemed, by his harsh arraignment.
Do you know why this man Broffin
Is still walting?"

“I can guess. He Is taking a long
chance on the chapter of accldents.”

“Not altogether., Three daya ago,
Mr, Galbraith had Migs Grierson tele-
graph to New Orleans for some one of
the bank officlals., Yesterday I learned
that the man who Is coming la the
teller who walited on me and who gave
you the money, As soon as I heard
that, 1 bogun to try to find you.”

Griswold did not tell her that the
danger she feared was a danger past

"Go on," he prompted.

“You are no longer safe In Wahas.

ka," she asgserted. “The teller can
identify you, and the detective will
give him the opportunity. That Is

doubtless what he Is walting for.”

“And you would suggest that I make
a run for It? Is that why you sent for
me?"

“It Is. You are tempting fate by
staying; and, notwithstanding what
you have sald, 1 still insist that you
owe me something, There Is a fast
train west at ten o'clock. If you need
ready money—"

Griswold laughed. It had gone be-
yond the tragie and was fast lapsing
Into comedy, farce,

“We are each of ua nppearing in a
new role tonight, Misa Farnham,” he
suld, with sardonie humor; "1 as the
hunted eriminal, and you as the cqual-
Iy culpable uccessory after the fact.
If 1 run away, what shall be done with
the-—the ‘swag,’ the bulk of which, as
you know, 18 tled up in Raymer's busi-
nesa?"

“I have thought of that,” she re-
turned calmly, "and that s another
reagson why vou shouldn't let them
take you. Right or wrong, vou have
Incurred a fresh responsibility in your
dealings with Mr. Haymer; and Ed-
ward, who I8 perfectly innocent, must
be protected in some way.™

It was not In human nature to re-
sist the temptation o strike back.

“lI have told Raymer how he can
most sucessfully underwrite hig finan-
elal risk,” he sald, with malice inten-
tional,

"“How?"

"By marrying Migs Grierson,”

He had touched the springs of anger
at last,

“That woman!" ghe broke out. And
then: “If you have said that to Ed-
ward Raymer, | ehall never forgive
you ag long as 1 live! It is your af-
fair to secure Edward against loss in
the money matter—your own individ-
unl responsibility, Mr. Griswold. He
accepted the money in good faith,
and—"

Again Griswold gave place to the
caustic humor and finlshed for her.

~"“And, though it Is stolen money,
It must not be taken away from him.
Onea, when I was even more fooligh
than 1 am now, | sald of you that you
would be a ftting heroine In a story
In which the hero should be a man

who might need to borrow a con-
science. It's quite the other way
around.”

“We needn't quarrel,” she said, re-
treating again behind the barrier of

view avenue, striding along moodily
with his hend down and his hands be-
hind him, when he collided violently
with Raymer going in the opposite di-

“Y¥ou have just come from Doctor
Bertie's?" she luquired.

“Yon™

“And Charlotts

doesn't want Lo

rection.
that Griawold would
Iron. founder had not
promptly.
mutual recognition.

“"Hello, there!”™ sald Raymer. *“Yon
are the very man 1've been looking for.
Charlotte wants to see you."

"Not now she doesn't,” was the
rather grim contradiction. “I have just
loft her.”

n‘)h_'l

There wns a pause, and then Gris.
wold cut in morosely.

"So you did take my way out of the
labor trouble, after all, didn't you?”

Raymer looked away.

“I don't know just how you'd"ike to
have me answer that, Kenneth. How
miueh or how little do you know of
what happened?”

“Nothing at all”—shortly.
“Well, it was Margery who wrought
o miracle, of course. 1 don't know,
yor, Just how ghe did it; but it was
done, and done right.”

And you have asked her to marry

"
you?

caught him

1]

Suffering Scott! how you do come
at @4 man! Yes, 1 asked her, If you've
got to know.*

Wall?" snapped Griswald,

“"She—she turned me down, Ken-
nith; got up and walked all over me,
That's a horrible thing to make me
suy, but it's the truth."

"I don’t understand it, Raymer. Was
it the No that means No?"

“I don't understand it, elther,” re-
turned the fron founder, with grave
nuivete, “And, yes, I guess she meant
it Bot that reminds me, She knew
| was looking for you and she gave
me a note—let me see, I've got it here
somewhere; oh, yes, here it {s—gilt
monogram and all.”

tirlswold took the note and pocketed
it without comment and without look-
ing at it
“Were you going to
ie's?" he asked

I was. lHave you any objection?"
“Not the least In the world. It's a
good place for you to go just now,
nnd I guess you are the right man
for the place. Good-night."

At the next corner where there was
nn electric light, Griswold stopped and
opened the monogrammed envelope.
The enclosure was a single sheet of
perfumed note paper upon which, with-
out date, address or signature was
written the line:

“Mr. Galbralth {8 better—and he is
grateful.”

Doctor Ber-

CHAPTER XXX,
Apples of Istakhar.

I'he swinging arc light suspended
above the street crossing sputtered
and died down to a dull red dot of in-
candescence as Griswold returned
Margery's note to his pocket and
walked on.

There are crises In which the chief
contention looms so large as to leave
no room for the ordinary mental proe-
esses,  Griswold saw no significance
in the bhroken line of Margery’s mes-
sage. The one tremendous revelation
—the knowledge that the dross-creat-
ing eurse had finally fallen upon the
woman whose convictions should have
saved her—was blotting out all the
subtler perceptive faculties; and for

cold reserve. “I suppose | have given
you the right to say disagreeable
things to me, If you choose to assert
it. But we are wasting time wltlvh!
muy be very preclous. Wil
away, ad | have suggested ?”

He found his hat and got upon his
feet rather unsteadily.

“I don't know; poseibly I shall, But
in any event, you needn't borrow any
more trouble, either on your own ac-
count, or on Raymer's. By the merest
chance, T met Johngon, the teller you
speak of, a few minutes ago at the
Winnebugo house and was introduced

you go

the time the struggle with the sub-
merging wave of disappointment and
digheartenment was bitter.

He wus two sgquares beyvond the
crossing of the broken-circuited are
light, and was still following the curve
of the lakeslde boulevard., when he
came to the surface of the submerg-
ing wave long enough to realize that
he had entered Jasper Grierson’s por-
tion of the water-front drive. The great
house, dark as to Its weatward gables
save for the lighted upper windows
marking the sick room and its ante-
chamber, loomed In massive solidity

to him. He didn't know me, then, or
later, when BroMn was telllng him
that he ought to know me, IHence,

the matter rests ns it did before—be- |
tween you and Mr, Galbraith.”

"Mr. Galbraith?

“Yes. That was n danger past, too,
a short time ago. 1 met Wim, soclally,
and he didn't recognize me.  Aftep
ward, Broffin pointed me out to him,
and again he fulled to ldentify me. But
the ather day, after 1 had pulled him
out of the lake, he romembered. [I've
been walting to see what he will do.”

“"He will do nothing, You saved his
life.*™

Griswold shook his head

“1 am still man enough to hope that
he won't let the bit of personal service
muke him compound a felony.”

“"Why do you eall it that?" she de-
manded

“Becouse, from his point of view,
and yours, that Is precigely what It 1s;
and it I8 what you are doing, Mliss
Farnham,. 1, the eriminal, say this to
vou, You should have glven me up
the moment you recognized me. That |
I8 your orecd, and you should have
lived up to it. Sinece you haven't, you
have wronged yourself and have made
me the poorer by a thing that—"

“Stop!" she cried, standing up to
face him. “Do you mean to tell me
that you are ungrateful enough to—"

“No; Ingratitude {sn't gquite the
word, I'm just sorry; with the sor-
row you have when you look for some-
thing that you have a right to expect,
and flod that it isn't there; that it has
nevar been there; that It Isn't any-
where. You have hurt me, and you
have hurt yourself; but there ls still
a4 chance for you. When | am gone,
g0 to the telephone and call Brofiin
at the Winnebago house. You can tell
him that he will find me at my rooms.
Good-b)'-"

He was half way to the foot of Lake

among ita sheltering oaks; and the
moon, which had now topped the hills
and the erimsoning smoke haze, was
bathing land and lakescape in a flood
of silver light, whitening the pale yel-
low sands of the bench and etching
fantastle leaf-truceries on the gravel
f the boulevard driveway.

There was no Inclosing fence on the
Mereside border of the boulevard, and
under the nearest of the lawn oaks
there were rustle park seats, Jasper
tirlerson's slugle concession to the
public when he had fought for and
secured his  property right-of-way
through to the lake's margin. Griswold
turned aside and sat down on one of
the benches, The disappolntment was
growing less keen, He was beginning
to understand that he had made no
allowance for the eternal feminine in
(he ldealized Fidelia—for (he feminine
ind the straitly human, But the dis-
heartenment remalned Should he
stay and fight it out? Or should he
tuke pity upon the poor prisoner of
‘he conventlons and seek to postpone
the day of reckoning by fight?

He had not fitted the answer to
either of these sharp-pointed gueries
when a pair of light-fingered hands
came from behind to clap themselves
upon his eyes, and a well-known volce
sald, “Guess.”

“"Margery!" he said, and she laughed
with the joyous unconstraint of a
| happy child and came around to sit
by him.

“1 was doing time out on the veran-
da, and | saw you down here in the
moonlight, looking us If you had lost

something,"” she explained, addlng:
“Have you?™
"l don't know; can you lose that

which you've never had?" he returned

musingly. And then: “Yes; perbaps
1 did loss something. Don't ask me
what It 1s. 1 bardly know, mysell.”

The shock was so unexpected
have been
knocked down If the muscular young

Al the saving Instant came

marry you?™

“Heavens and earth!” he exploded.
“Who put the {dea into your head that
I wanted to marry her?”

“You did"—calmly.

“Then, for plty's sake, let me take
it out, quick. If 1 were the last man
on earth, Miss Farnham wouldn't
marry me; and if she were the last
woman, [ think I'd go drown myself
in the lake!"

The young woman of the many met-
amorphoses was laughing again, and
this time the laugh was a letter-perfect
’Imltnthm of & schoolgir! giggle.

“My!" she sald, “How dreadfully
hard she must have sat on youl”

“Please don't laugh,” he pleaded:

“unless you are the heartless kind of
person who would laugh at a funeral.
I'm down under the hoofs of the horses,
girl

at last, Margery, Before you

(‘ e

Very Gently He Took Her in
Arms Again.

His

came, | was wondering if the game
were at all worth the candle.”

Her mood changed In the twinkling
of an eye. “The battle {s over, and
won,” she sald, speaking softly.
“IMdn't you know that?' And then:
“Oh, boy, boy! but it has been a des-
perate fight! Time and again I have
thought you were gone, in spite of
all 1 could do!"

“You thought—I was gone?
you know?"”

“Of course 1 know; 1 have known
ever since the first night; the night
when I found the money in vour suit-
case, What a silly, silly thing it was
for you to do—to leave the Bayou State
Security slips on the packages!"

“But you sald—"

*No, | didn't say; 1 merely let you
belleve that I didn't see them, After
that, I knew it would be only a ques:
tion of time until they would trace
you here, and 1 hurried; oh, I hurried!
I made up my mind that before the
struggle came, all Wahaska should
know you, not as a bank robber, but as
you are, and I made It come out just
that way. Then Mr. Broffin turned up.
and the fight was on. He shadowed
you, and 1 shadowed him—or had
Johnnle Fergus do it for me. 1 knew
he'd try Miss Farnham first, and there
was only one hope there—that she
might fall in love with you and so re-
fuse to glve you away. She did, didn’t
she?"

“Most emphatically, she did not,” he
denied. "You have greatly misjudged
Miss Farnham: The reason—the only
reason—why she did not tell Broflin
what he wanted to know was a purely
conventional one. She did not want to
be the mosttalked-of woman in Wa-
haska."

His companion’s
pleasant.

“I'd rather be a spiteful Mttle cat,
which is what she once called me, than
to be motheaten on the inside like
that!" she commented, Then she went
on: "“With Miss Farnham out of it—
and I Knew she must be out of it,
since Broffin didn't strike—there was
still Mr. Galbraith. You didn’t know
why I was so anxious to have you get
acquainted with hlm, but you know
now. And it worked. When Hroflin
asked him to fdentify you, he couldn't

Then

laugh was not

—ar wouldn't. Then came that un-
lucky drowning accldent."
Griswold nodded slowly., “Yes, Mr.

Galbralth knows me now.”

“He doosn’'t!™ she exulted. “He in
a dear old saint, and he will never
know you again as the man who held
him up. Listen: He sent for HBroflin
this alternoon, and gave bhim & new
commission-something about bonds
in Callfornia. And he told him he
mugt go on the Arst teain!”

Once more the castuway was run
ning the gamut of the fercely varving
emotlons

“Let me understand,” he sald. “"You
knew 1 had taken the money, and yet
you did all these things to pull me out
and make the holdup n success, Where
was your moral sensge, all this time,
lHitle giri?"

She made a charming little mouth
at him.

“1 s Joan, and the Joans don't have
any moral senses—to speak of—do
they? That's the way you are writing
it down in your book, lsn't it?" Then,
with a low lmugh that sounded some
unfathomed depth of loving abandon-
ment: “It was a game; and | played
It—played it for all 1 was worth, and
won, You are free; free as the air,
Kenneth, boy. If Brofiin should come
here this minute and put his hand
on your shoulder, you could look up

and laugh In bis face.
or sorry 7"

His answer was the anawer of the
man who was, for the time belng, nel-
ther the morallst nor the eriminal
With a swift outreaching he drew her
to hlm, crushed her in his arms, cow
ered her face with kisses.

“1 am glad—glad that I am your
lover,” he whispered, pasalonately.
"(od, girl! but you are a woman to dle
for! No, not yet"-—when she would
have slipped out of his arms—Dbelleve,
me, Margery; there has never been
anyone else—not for a moment. But
I thought it was Raymer, and for your
sake and his 1 could have stepped
aside. That Is the one decent thing
I have done in all this devillsh busi
ness. Are you lstening '

She had stopped struggling, and was
hiding her face on his shoulder. He
felt her quick little nod and went on.

“Since you know the one decent
thing, you must know all the horrible
things, too. A dozen times | have been
a murderer in heart."

She looked up quickly.

“No, boy, I'll never believe that—
never!"

“Walt,” he said. “It was there this
evening—just a little while ago. Miss
Farnham and Galbraith were not the
only ones I had to fear; there was an-
other; the teller who got here from
New Orleans on the sevendforty-five
train. You didn't know about him, did
youu? He came, and an old newspapar
friend of mine was with him. |
stumbled upon them on the sidewalk
in front of the Winnebago house; and
Broffin was there, too. We were intro-
duced, the teller and 1, and Broffin was
#0 sure he had me that he got his
handeuffs out and was opening them.”

Margery shuddered and hid her face
agaln. "And 11—} didn’t know!” she
gasped,

“Luck was with me again,” he con-
tinued. “Johmnson didn't remember
me; refused to do so even when
Broffin stopped him and tried to tell
him who | was. I had a pistol in
my pocket, and It was aimed at Broffin,
If he had made s move to take me,
I should certainly have killed him."

She sat up suddenly.

“(iive me that pistol, Kenneth—give
it to me now!"”

“l can’t,” he confessed, shamefaced-
ly. “When it was all over, | smashed
the pistol with a stone and threw it
away."

She drew a long breath.
all?" she asked.

“All but one thing; the worst of
them all that day in the bank
vault—"

The daughter of men buried her face
on his shoulder again at that. “Don't!"
she begged. “You ecounldn't help It,
boy; 1 made you do it—meaning to.
There! and 1 said That wild horses
should never drag it out of me!”

Agnin he said, “Walt,” and covered

the shining head on his shoulder with
a caressing hand. “It wasn't love,
then, litile girl: that's what it breaks
my heart to tell you—it was just mad.
ness. And {t wasn't clean; you've
got to know that, too.”
She nodded her head violently. *I
know.” she murmured; “l knew it at
the time, and that was what made
me ecry. But now it's—it's different,
isn't it, boy? now you—are—"

“You have heard it all, Margery.
You know what I thought I was, and
what | have turned out to be. [I'm
afraid I am just a common erook, alter
all; there doesn't seem to be stand-
ing room anywhere else for me. But
every living fiber of me, the good and
the bad, loves you—loves you!"
“What do | care for anything else?”
she flashed back. “You are you, Ken-
neth, dear; that s all 1 know, and al}
I care for. If you had stolen all the
money in the world, and had killed a
dozen men to make your get-away, it
would be just the same. Only—"

“Only what? he demanded jealously.

"It would be just the same to me;
but—hut. Oh, boy, dear! it
will never, never be the same to yon!"

“lI—1 dont understand,” he stam-
mered.

“Some day yvon will.
gelf a crook—man, man! there isn't
a crooked drop of blood in you! Don't
| know? You persuaded yoursell that
you had a right to take this money;
perhaps you did have; [ don’t say
vou didn't, When [ see anything 1
want, 1 reach out and take it, if | can—
and | guess most people would, if they
dared. But you are different; vou are
good. Some day all these dreadful
things that have come tagging along
after the fact will rise up and gnash
their teeth at you and tell you that it
was a sin, a crime And then—oh.
boy, dear! then 1 shall loge you!™

Very gently he took her in his arma
again; and for a tlme all things sen-
gible and tangible, the deserted drive
way, and the plashing of the littla
waves on the sands, the staring moon-
Hght and the stenclled shadows of the
oaks, were forgotten In the great soul-
healing silence that wrapped them
pabout and enveloped them

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Are you glad—

“Is that

You call your-

Surely Prize Scarecrow.

An American tourist bad been boast-
ing again in the village ipn, says Lon-
don Tit-Bits.

“Talking of secarecrows,” he sald,
with a drawl, "why, my father once
put ope ip, and It frightened the
crows so much that not one entered
the fleld agaln for a year.”

Ha looked triumphantly around bis
nudlence Surely that had settled
those country bumpkins

But he was to meet his mateh

“That's nothing.” retorted one fa*m-
er. “A pelghbor ¢ mine once put a
gcarecrow Into his potato pateh and It
terrified the birds so much that one
rascal of a crow who had stelen some
potatoes came next day aud put themn
“ck!"
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